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work. Watch that dog! She is getting ready to squat and stop,
and if she does, give her the whip as the sled passes her (for her
lead is long enough to allow the passage of the sled). Mind that
stone! If the runner strikes it, the coating of ice may break. Sit
forward on the sled, Utak signs to me, and he lets me know that
by shifting my weight I can move the sled from side to side so
that the stones in the road will pass between the runners. It is
like sailing a boat: nothing happens at sea in fair weather, yet
if you said so to a sailor he would look at you pityingly. A
sailor is always busy, and seems to be making work when there
isn't any. Let him doze off for an hour or two: on waking, he
has a hundred things to do.
Here it is the same. The plain is wide and empty. One ridge
looks for all the world exactly like the last. I do what I can, go
through the motions, for I am still far from forming an integral
part of this sled, this family, this landscape. But there was one
thing I could not do that Utak did constantly, and that was to
talk to the dogs. He chattered to them and swore at them,
when he was not telling them tales, as if, were the sound of his
voice to die down, they would stop stock-still. I had so few
words of Eskimo that we could not talk together; but he was a
sociable fellow, obliging enough when in good humour, and he
taught me the names of the dogs. He would point with his
whip and say: 'Nulia-y-uk.9 Then, cAr-luk.5 And so he went
through them all while I forgot each name as fast as he pro-
nounced the next. To him, of course, these names meant a
great deal: Nulia-y-uk was the spirit of the waters to whom the
Eskimos prayed for good sealing. Ar-luk had been the name of
his grandfather, and the spirits of the dead had been propitiated
by the handsome transfer of his name to one of the dogs. Mean-
while, the very fact of talking about his dogs filled Utak with
pride and dropped within him a germ of friendliness, for noth-
ing surpasses the vainglory of the Eskimo in his dogs, his sled,
his people. I felt that I ought to learn these names, and he,
apparently, felt this even more than I did, for he would repeat
them with the greatest patience, again and again.

